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rare occasions when they met she gazed at her handsome
husband with a timid love and admiration.
Fomin stared down at his wife's miserably bowed back
and the gaunt, sharply outlined shoulder blades beneath
her blouse, at her large, trembling hands diligently cleaningx.
the mud from his boots, and thought:
" She's a beauty, and no mistake ! And that's what I
slept with at one time ! But she's aged terribly. How she
has aged ! "
" That's enough ! I'll only get them muddy again," he
said in a tone of annoyance, freeing his foot from his wife's
hands.
She painfully straightened her back and rose to her feet.
A faint flush appeared on her yellow cheeks. There was
such an expression of love and doglike devotion in her
humid eyes as she looked at Fomin that he turned awayf
and asked his mother :
t( Well, and how are you all getting on ? "
"Just the same," the old woman replied morosely.
" Has a grain collecting detachment been in the village ? "
" It rode off to Nizhni-Krivska only yesterday."
" Did they take any grain from us ? "
" Yes.  How much did they take, Davidka ? "
" Grand-dad saw them, he knows.  I think it was ten
sacks."
" A . . . ah ! "  Fomin rose, glanced curtly at his son,
and adjusted his swordbelt.  His face turned pale as he
asked :  " Did you tell them whose grain they were taking ? "
The old woman waved her hand and smiled, not without
a hint of malevolence :
" They don't take much note of you ! Their commander
said: ' Everybody without distinction has got to hand
over their surplus grain. Even if he is Fomin, even if he's
the regional chairman himself, all the same we're going to
take the surplus grain.' And with that they began to
rummage in the cornbins."
" I'll deal with them, mother! I'll deal with them ! "
Fomin said thickly, and took a hurried leave of his family.
After this visit to his home he began discreetly to
ascertain the feeling of the men in his squadron, and was
easily^ enough convinced that the majority of them were
dissatisfied with the grain requisitioning policy. Their wives*